I NT. TWO BEDROOM APARTMENT - LI VI NG ROOM - NI GHT

BANG. The door hits the wall when Cassavetes (20's) a | ean,
Latino man, and LUCY (30) a hip, lovely woman, stunble in.

They don't turn the lights on. The apartnment is hal fway
t hrough being noved in to. Taped boxes sit by furniture.

They drunkenly make out |ike teenagers on their way to a
couch that hasn't landed in its final position yet.

They crash over the back in a shared BURST OF LAUGHTER

I NT. TWO BEDROOM APARTMENT - LIVING ROOM - DAY

Lucy grabs a runpled bl anket and folds it over the back of
t he couch. She sits with a haggard novenent.

Smoke froma lit joint drifts froman ashtray on the w ndow

sill. The window is open a crack.
LUCY
Ugh. Babe, |1'm feeling super green

around the gills out here.

Cassavet es nmakes a sound that may or may not be a verba
response fromthe bathroom Lucy rubs her face.

LUCY
(To herself)
So, so haggard.

She eyes a few enpty beer bottles on the end table. Wth a
m ghty effort she gets to her feet and grabs them

One of themhas a few sips left. She tosses them back.
Cassavet es watches her fromthe hallway.

CASSAVETES
For real ?

LUCY
The weeds not working so | thought
I"d try alittle hair of the dog.
He Iightly rubs his inner thigh through his dungarees.

CASSAVETES
You' re gonna be lit by noon.

She shrugs and brushes past himto head into the kitchen. He
grabs her armand pulls her into a kiss.



She reaches one hand behind his neck and pulls himcloser.
He pulls away slightly.

CASSAVETES
Hey, hey. Watch the hair.

She rolls her eyes at himand slips into the kitchen.
LUCY
You're sure you don't want to play
hooky and watch West Side Story?
You' re one hundred percent positive
you don't want to do that?

It's his turn to roll his eyes.

I NT. TWO BEDROOM APARTMENT - FRONT DOOR - DAY

Lucy and Cassavetes ki ss goodbye. He has an arnful of pre-
paid record mail ers and envel opes.

He pulls away before she was done. She ruffles his hair to
pay hi m back. He steps into the hall.

A conb appears in his hand and he preens. The door cl oses.
Lucy hurries into the kitchen.

She gi ddy-run-hops back to the couch, a beer in hand. Her
phone appears in her hand. She texts her friend Dee.

"Want to conme have a boozy breakfast?" BLOOP. Sent.

EXT. H GHLAND PARK - BRI CK WALL - DAY

BI LLY BONES, a bona-fide record nerd - pale skin, dazed | ook
in the eyes fromstaring at screens - snokes by the wall.

He watches Cassavetes wal k past a sign that reads "Joey
Stats Pop Up - One Day Only." Cass flips through sonme LP s.

He stops on the corner to inspect the edge of one of the
record sleeves. There's a very slight stain.

CASSAVETES
Aw, nman.

Billy flicks his cigarette and approaches. Cassavetes
doesn't notice himuntil he speaks.



Bl LLY BONES
Hey hey hey, not so fast. D d you
make off with the Morning G ory seven
inch? It was on ny |ist.

Cassavetes swi vels around, caught off guard. Billy gets a
little too close a little too aggressively.

CASSAVETES
Back the fuck up, dude. Jesus.

Billy takes a step back.

CASSAVETES
What are you whini ng about ?

Bl LLY BONES
The Morning G ory seven inch.

CASSAVETES
Yeah, | grabbed it.

Billy steps forward, his eyes on Cass's stack. Cass hol ds
his hand up in front of Billy's chest.

CASSAVETES
Dude, | grabbed it. Live with it.

Bl LLY BONES
Cone on. Be a bro.

Cassavetes rubs his inner thigh. It's clearly sore.
CASSAVETES
Tell you what, am go. 85 in cash
right now and it's yours.
Billy rubs his hands together.

Bl LLY BONES
It's in good shape? Let ne see.

Cassavetes swings the records away fromBilly.

CASSAVETES
Buyer beware.

Billy's annoyed. But MAN he wants that record.

Bl LLY BONES
K. Fine. Hold up a sec. Let ne grab

ny bag.



He trots inside. The second he's gone Cassavetes turns and
wal ks away. BLOOP. He gets a text that he ignores.

I NT. TWO BEDROOM APARTMENT - LI VI NG ROOM - DAY

DEE (20's) a tall, crazy pretty, hippy-chic wonman, blows a
huge cl oud of pot snoke into the room

Plates CLATTER in the sink in the kitchen. Dee | ooks at the
end table. A plate holds a runny onel et.

DEE
| really wouldn't worry about it,
girl. He's your ex for a reason,
right? And you got Cass. Wy don't
the two of you couple's costune the
shit out of Halloween. Make it goofy
and romanti c.

Lucy enmerges fromthe kitchen. She does anxious things wth
t he beer bottle in her hand. Peels the |abel. Squeezes it.

LUCY
Can you really see Cass wearing a
coupl e's costune? Can you see him
weari ng any costune?

DEE
| don't know. He |oves the shit out
of you, right? Ask him

Lucy sits on the armof the couch. Her right |eg bounces up
and down on the ball of her foot.

LUCY
H s nbods are really all over the
pl ace. You have no idea. The T
really, really fucks with him

DEE
Tal k to himabout it. Conmuni cat e.
Use your words.

LUCY
Maybe you're right. | just feel so
trapped by this thing that's a huge
part of who he is right now that |
don't really care about. | guess? |
love him It doesn't matter to ne
what chemicals are in his body. |
| ove Cass. | want himto be Cass.



Dee takes a huge hit off her joint and passes it to Lucy.

DEE
Look, girl. You sound inpatient to
me. | mean, | |love you to death
forever and al ways, and |'m stoned as
shit, and I"'msitting here thinking
"Lucy sounds super inpatient."
| magi ne how he feels.

LUCY
Yeah.

She exhal es and passes the joint back to Dee. She slides off
the armonto the couch itself.

LUCY
Did you see a picture of who the ex
is bringing? Does she | ook - you
know - smarter than ne?

Dee smles as wi de as she possibly can.

DEE
Don't ask that kind of thing. Don't
even think it. And for god' s sake
don't you dare check his Twitter when
| " m gone.

Lucy arranges herself so her head is in Dee's |ap. They pass
the joint back and forth.

LUCY
You hate your onelet.

DEE
It's got neat in it, dummy.

Lucy cl oses her eyes and drags on the joint. Dee takes it
out of her nouth. Lucy opens her eyes.

LUCY
God | | ove Hal |l oween.

I NT. RAW SPACE - DAY

A huge, wi de open space with a changi ng screen stands nostly
enpty. Two wonen stare at their phones in front of it.

One is a SEAMSTRESS, the other a WOVAN W TH A CLI PBOARD.
BLOOP. The Wbnan Wth A Cipboard checks a text.



WOVAN W TH A CLI PBOARD
Hey, he's about to get on the train.
He really wants to see the blue tux.

BEHI ND THE SCREEN

- Cassavetes pulls hinself into a slimblue tuxedo. He
pauses when the pants are hal fway up

There's a gnarly, round bruise on his inner thigh. He pokes
at it. It smarts. KNOCK KNOCK

WOVAN W TH A CLI PBOARD (O. C.)
He's about to go in a tunnel.

CASSAVETES
(Vi ci ous)
Hol d up a fucking second.

I N FRONT OF THE SCREEN

- the Woman Wth A dipboard backs away fromthe screen.
BLOOP BLOOP. Two quick texts cone in.

They're not for the Woman Wth A Cipboard. The Seanstress
checks her phone. Nope. She has anot her phone. It's Cass's.

She | ooks at the screen.

SEAMSTRESS
Hey. Sonmeone naned Lucy is texting
you pictures of Hall oween costunes.
Annnnnd. . . sonme gi bberi sh.

Cassavetes steps out from behind the screen.

CASSAVETES
Yeah. My girls got a bee in her
bonnet for couple's costunes.

The Seanstress tugs on the tux.

SEAMSTRESS
It's tighter than it was last tine.
Li ke you're bl oated or sonet hi ng.

is teeth but doesn't say anything. The

Cassavetes grits h
i pboard snaps his picture.

VWman Wth A C

WOMAN W TH A CLI PBOARD
| hope he gets it in tine.



CASSAVETES
Yeah, hey. Sorry | snapped at you. My
vibes a little sour today.

The Woman Wth A dipboard shakes her head "don't worry
about it" at him BLOOP BLOOP. Nope. Not her phone.

The Seanstress hands Cassavetes his phone.

SEAMSTRESS
It's Lucy again.

He hol ds the phone at his side and poses. CLICK The Wnan
Wth A dipboard takes a picture froma different angle.

| NT. TWO BEDROOM APARTMENT/ HALLWAY - DAY
THE SCREEN | S SPLIT.

On the left side Lucy | eans against the front door inside.
She's both mad and upset. She presses her phone to her chin.

On the right side Cassavetes stands in the hall a few steps
away fromthe front door. He clenches his fists.

On her side Lucy wal ks through the apartnent. She noves to
call Cassavetes a couple of tinmes. But she can't.

On his side of the screen, Cassavetes stonps down the steps
into the outside world. The sun hits him

He takes his phone out and calls Lucy. She answers
i medi at el y.

Wi le they tal k she noves to a stack of mlk crates in the
corner of the room Vinyl albunms poke out of them

She tidies them

Wiile they talk he wal ks with determ nation. At various
poi nts her realizes he has no idea where he's going.

CASSAVETES
I"mso fuckin' sorry.

LUCY
No, I"'msorry. We don't do this. Not
us. It's not what we do.

CASSAVETES
It's one of those days, you know? The
vi bes all wong.



LUCY
| don't mean to stress you out. It's
the last thing I want to do.

CASSAVETES
| know, babe. | know

LUCY
W1l you conme back inside? We can eat
sonet hing or have makeup sex or
Sonet hi ng. Anyt hi ng.

CASSAVETES
| shouldn't. Not right now I'mstill
pi ssed. Not at you. But pissed.

LUCY
K. OK. Don't be pissed. W can
figure out the costune stuff |ater.

On the left side of the screen she sits on the couch.
Sonet hing in her knows she said the wong thing.

On the right side of the screen he holds the phone away from
his face. An angry trenbl e passes through his body.

He takes deep breaths to calmdown. It |eads to nore
trenbles. His free hand clenches into a fist.

She chews on her thunbnail.

LUCY
Baby?

He didn't hear her. He noves the phone back to his ear in a
mechani cal way.

CASSAVETES
| gotta split. Don't be | ate tonight,
K? Can you do that at |east?

On the right side of the screen he bites his lower lip. He
didn't nmean to say what he said. But he said it anyway.

On the left side of the screen she holds the phone away from
her face and stares at it. She hangs up on him

They both breathe heavily.



EXT. H GHLAND PARK TRAI N STATI ON - EVEN NG

JULI ETTE (20's) a cute, slightly chubby Latino girl, sits
next to Cassavetes. He sits behind an apple box.

A sign taped to it reads "PCEMS FOR A BUCK." A PATI ENT MAN
stands as Cass types away on a manual typewiter.

A smal |l Farnmers Market buzzes with |ife around them
Juliette watches Cass's hands on the keys.

He stops typing and tears the sheet off the cylinder and
hands it to the Patient Man.

No one el se approaches the apple box. Cassavetes stares at
hi s phone screen. No new texts or m ssed calls.

Juliette nudges himw th her shoul der.

JULI ETTE
Swal | ow your pride and call her
al r eady.
CASSAVETES
| already did that today. It didn't
end well. It's the T. It's |ike being

a teenager all over again.

JULI ETTE
But isn't that when things were the
nost exciting?

CASSAVETES
Only because they were new.

JULI ETTE
Lucy's new. | don't know her that
wel | but. Dude. Bro. Am go. She's
totally fucking awesone.

He stares at his phone. The wal |l paper is a goofy picture of
he and Lucy. Rather, she's goofy. He's cool as ice.

CASSAVETES
Yeah.

JULI ETTE
You're legit, Cass. You're on the
| evel . Apol ogize to her and nean it.
She' |l forgive you.

Hi s phone screen goes dark.



10.
CASSAVETES
Yeah.

Hi s eyes stay on the dark screen. Juliette grabs a jar
filled wwth a few cash noney bills. She hops up.

JULI ETTE
But buy your awesonely w se and ki ck
ass cousin a drink first.

He cracks a snmle. Kind of.

I NT. TWO BEDROOM APARTMENT - LI VI NG ROOM - NI GHT

Cassavetes | ooks down at Lucy, pretending to be asleep on
the couch. He covers her with a blanket and ki sses her.

CLUNK CLUNK CLUNK. Hi's Doc Martens beat a path of retreat
down the hall. CLICK The bedroom door cl oses.

Lucy sits bolt upright. She pulls the blanket tight around
her shoul ders and grabs her phone.

SWPE. SWPE. She opens an Amazon app and i nmediately clicks
to a Hot Dog Coupl es Costune.

CLI CK. Added to cart.

I NT. TWO BEDROOM APARTMENT - BEDROOM - NI GHT

Cassavetes |lies on his back. He hears Lucy make sone qui et
sounds in the living room Sounds she thinks he can't hear.

He furrows his brow He runs his hands through his hair. He
al nost gets up. But doesn't.

He turns on his side in frustration and opens a drawer on
t he bedside stand. He pulls out a slimpink vibrator.

CLI CK. BUZzZZZ.

I NT. TWO BEDROOM APARTMENT - HALLWAY - NI GHT

Lucy stands in the entrance to the hall in a hot dog bun
costune. The lights are dim Hall oween decorations abound.

El ectric Jack-O Lanterns flicker. Spider and skeleton string
lights flicker. Cobwebs drape. The works.

She stares at the bat hroom door



11.

LUCY
What are you even doing in there,
condi nent face? Mustard face? Ketchup
face? Catsup face?

CREAK. The bat hroom door swi ngs open. Cassavetes steps into
the hall. Lucy takes a step away from him

He wears a singularly exceptional KLAUS NOM COSTUME. W de,
angul ar shoul der pads. Full face makeup. It's legit.

He takes a tentative step forward. Her eyes w den.

LUCY
Are you...are you Klaus Nom ?

He nods a little sheepishly. He's clearly expecting her to
| ose her mnd that he's not a hot dog with catsup face.

Her hands cover her nouth. Her cheeks redden.

LUCY
God | fucking | ove you.

He | ooks surprised. She charges his nmouth with hers. They
make out down the hall to the bedroom door.
I NT. TWO BEDROOM APARTMENT - BEDROOM - NI GHT

The costunes lie on the floor. Lucy and Cassavetes sl eep
deep under the covers. BLOOP BLOOP. Dee sends a text.

"Are you com ng? John got |ousy drunk and soneone knocked
himout! It was awesone. M ss you guys. XOXO. "

The screen goes dark. Lucy and Cassavetes breathe.

CUT TO BLACK:



